2go                   PRISON LETTERS
At Seattle we visited an Indian store and went wild
over the work, but things were too expensive to get
there, so we hurried on into Summer at San Francisco.
' Roses, roses all the way' here.  We were met by huge
bouquets at the station, before the ferry and by a huge
committee, and we crossed a calm summer sea and
looked at the Golden Gate.   When we landed we found
a band and a procession headed by two American
soldiers, and more roses and children in Irish dress
and photographers and Press men and women.   We
got into gaily decorated cars, surrounded by the flags
of both Republics, and processed through the city.
Roses were thrown at me from the tops of trams.
I got an hour to spare and rushed through China
Town and we were driven round the resurrected city.
You would never know there had been an earthquake
and fire so short a time ago.
At Los Angeles we found the tropics. Great palm
trees lining the streets and aloes scattered like thistles
through the waste stretches of country. We passed
through orange groves where the fruit hung ripe on the
trees, and saw great piles of golden balls on the brown
earth, ready to be packed and shipped away.
Then we passed the desert of Arizona, with nothing
but sand and a scanty crop of yellow bent-like grass,
and aloes everywhere. We passed day and night
through this on our five days' journey to Springfield,
where apple blossom, lilac and syringa met us in the
full blast of Spring. I found a bird's nest there in a
friend's garden.
At Cincinnati we found Summer and roses again.
We stayed there with friends and had one day's peace.
I am writing this in the train and it's very jumpy at
times. The great meeting is to be in Madison Square
Gardens on Sunday. We find great sympathy and
support here and have got a lot of money. Subscrip-